CHAPTER    6
PORTRAIT  OF  A  GENTLEMAN
I walked across the Charles Bridge, up the hill, lost m my affec-
tion for these winding streets, these unspoiled squares, turning ever
and anon to look back over Prague and the Moldau, and went
past the sentries, in their French uniforms, into the Hradschin, to
see Benesh for the last time — in Prague. I knew that it would be
the last time. Did he? Right up to the end, to that last broadcast
of his, he professed that unvarying optimism that I could never
understand.
In the outer office I spoke again to the official who spoke perfect
English. He had fought with the British armies, as the Legionaries
outside had fought with the French, the Italian, the Russian armies.
Inside was Benesh, earnest, honest, hard-working* truthful as
ever, the man who was to miss the good ship Success, that fine
new liner in which all the best people travel nowadays, and stand
forlornly on the quayside waiting for the old tub Honour, which
has long since been laid up. He came to shake hands, with the
silken and satin Habsburgs watching in the background, those
Habsburgs* w]ho were Kings of Bohemia as well as Emperors of
Austria stedifengs of Hungary and this and that? until Masaryk
aact Benesh'-toofe their places in 1918, and we walked over to the
wiricfows to fi>e3eat the city spread below.
We "turned ^and sat down, and as Benesh talked, laboriously
picking outRephrases from the English he had taught himself,
I lookedibacjfalong the years and then into the future and felt
my heart heavy for this man and his State. Not yet twenty years
since Thomas Garrigue Masaryk, with his devoted American
wife, and Eduard Benesh, exiles triumphant, had proclaimed
Czechoslovakia an independent 'State, amid the thunderous
plaudits of the Allies, at Washington and returned to Prague to
'take over the country that those allies had set free* Now Benesh
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